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ONCE, in the old, old times, a fountain gashed
out of a hill-side, in the marvellous land of
Greece. And, for aught I know, after so many
thousand years, it is still gushing out of the very
self-same spot. At any rate, there was the pleasant
fountain, welling freshly forth and .sparkling adown
the hill-side, in the golden sunset, when a handsome
young man named Bellerophon drew near its margin.
In his hand he held a bridle, studded with brilliant
gems, and adorned with a golden bit. Seeing an old
man, and another of middle age, and a little boy, near
the fountain, and likewise a maiden, 'who was dipping
up some of the water in a pitcher, he paused, and
begged that he might refresh himself with a draught.

"This is very delicious water," he said to the
maiden, as he rinsed and filled her pitcher, after
drinking out of it. "Will you be kind enough to tell
me whether the fountain has any name?"

"Yes, it is called the Fountain of Pirene,"
answered the maiden; and then she added, "My
grandmother has told me that this clear fountain was
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